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Nineteen  of  the  twenty-four  poems  in  this 
volume  have  appeared  in  Ireland  and  the  United 
States  during  the  past  two  years  ;  the  remainder 
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permission  to  reprint  was  required,  it  has  been 
obtained,  and  is  hereby  gratefully  acknowledged. 


INTRODUCTORY  NOTE 

In  the  country  districts  of  Antrim  and  Down 
I  have  collected — during  the  past  few  years 
— the  words  and  airs  of  many  fine  old  folk- 
songs, which  I  hope  to  publish,  at  some 
future  time,  properly  arranged,  with  suitable 
pianoforte  accompaniments,  notes,  &c.  Besides 
these,  I  have  obtained  some  fragments — the 
beginnings,  endings,  and  odd  verses  of  many 
other  songs  ;  and  as  some  of  these  scraps  have 
been  used  in  five  of  the  poems  in  The  "Ulster 
Folk,"  I  wish  to  make  a  few  remarks  concerning 
them. 

i.  The  Wife  my  Brither  Got  (p.  i) 

The  plot  of  this  poem  is  entirely  original,  but 
verses  three  and  four  are  revised  versions  of 
two  verses  of  an  old  song  I  heard  in  the  Braid 
Valley,  Co.  Antrim.  They  are  the  only  parts 
I  was  able  to  obtain  (although  I  visited  many  old 
people,  endeavouring  to  get  the  song  in  its 
entirety)  ;  and  as  I  considered  the  verses  too 
good  to  be  lost,  I  have  written  what  I  hope  may 
be  considered  a  suitable  beginning  and  ending 
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for    them.     I   here    quote    the    verses    in    their 
original   form  : 

My  father  died  whin  I  was  young, 

An'  left  me  all  his  riches  : 
A  wooden  leg,  a  feather  bed, 

An*  a  pair  o'  leather  britches, 

A  coffee-pot  wi'oot  a  stroupe, 

A  jug  wi'oot  a  handle, 
A  tabbaccy  box  wi'oot  a  lid, 

An'  half  a  fardin  candle. 

2.  Granny's  Advice  (p.  9) 

The  two  opening  lines  of  this  poem  are 
part  of  verse  one  of  "•  Whin  I  was  a  Wee 
Thing,"  an  old  Co.  Down  song;  but  for 
these  lines,  "  Granny's  Advice  "  is  original.  I 
quote  the  verse  referred  to,  below,  the  only 
one  I  was  able  to  obtain  : 

Whin  I  was  a  wee  thing  I  leeved  wi'  my  Granny, 
An'  many's  the  caution  my  Granny  gied  me. 

She  bid  me  be  wise, 

An'  tak'  care  o'  the  b'ys, 
An'  ne'er  let  my  dimety  over  my  knee. 

3.  The  Wee  Wee  Man  (p.  13) 

The  first  part  of  verse  one  of  this  poem 
is  the  old  folk-rhyme  common  to  both  Ireland 
and  England.  The  plot  of  "  The  Wee  Wee  Man  " 
is,  of  course,  original. 
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4.  The  Girl  that  Loved  a  Fairy  (p.  26) 

The  first  two  verses  of  this  poem  are  the 
revised  versions  of  two  verses  of  an  old  Ulster 
folk-rhyme.  Being  unable  to  secure  any  others, 
I  wrote  the  poem  given  elsewhere  in  this  volume, 
and  in  so  doing  used  the  two  original  verses, 
which  I  quote  as  I  received  them  : 

I  love  a  wee  Malonie  man, 

A  rum-tum-tum-tum-tory  man, 
An*  I'll  dae  all  that  iver  I  can 
Tae  follow  that  wee  Malonie  man. 

I'll  sell  my  rock,  I'll  sell  my  reel, 
I'll  sell  my  Granny's  spinnin'-wheel, 
An'  I'll  dae  all  that  iver  I  can 
Tae  follow  that  wee  Malonie  man. 

5.  Shaun  O'Neill  (p.  29) 

I  received  the  following  odd  verse  from  an 
old  lady,  who  informed  me  she  had  heard  her 
grandmother  (who  was  born  about  1790)  sing  it, 
and  always  refer  to  it  as  a  "  very  oul'  our  song  "  : 

There  was  a  braw  lad  cam'  doon  the  long  glen, 
An'  he  tell't  me  for  love  he  was  deein' ; 

I  said  there  was  nathin'  I  hated  like  men 
(May  the  Lord  forgi'e  me  for  leein'). 

Now  these  words  are  practically  the  same  as 
the  words  of  the  first  and  third  lines  of  verse  one, 
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and  the  second  and  fourth  lines  of  verse  two,  of 
"  Last  May  a  Braw  Wooer "  by  Burns.  The 
lady  could  not  give  me  any  of  the  other  verses 
sung  by  her  grandmother,  but  she  certainly  did 
not  know  that  the  fragment  she  gave  me  was  part 
of  a  song  by  the  Scotch  poet,  as  I  took  care  to 
read  "Last  May  a  Braw  Wooer "  over  to  her, 
and  she  maintained  that  none  of  the  verses 
resembled  those  sung  by  her  grandmother. 
However,  as  I  have  used  a  revised  version  of 
the  above  quoted  lines  in  verse  four  of  "  Shaun 
O'Neill,"  I  wish  to  acknowledge  them. 

Doubtless  many  people  will  deem  these  notes 
tedious,  or  altogether  unnecessary,  and  to  such  I 
wish  to  say,  they  are  offered  in  all  sincerity  to 
safeguard  myself  against  the  charge  of  plagiarism. 
There  are  many  of  our  old  folk-songs  worthy 
of  being  collected,  properly  patched,  if  absolutely 
necessary,  and  preserved ;  but  apparently  it 
has  become  the  fashion  with  many  of  our  younger 
men — not  forgetting  several  with  established 
reputations — to  collect  and  arrange  old  folk-songs, 
and  set  them  forth  in  their  own  volumes,  with- 
out a  word  of  explanation,  so  that  many  of  the 
songs  which  delighted  our  grandsires  are  looked 
upon,  by  those  who  read  them  for  the  first  time, 
as  the  work  of  modern  men. 

PADRIC  GREGORY. 

April,  1912. 
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THE  WIFE  MY  BRITHER  GOT 

My  granda  was  a  quare  oul'  sowl ; 

He'd  say  :    "  Now,  William,  tarry  ! 
Leave  girls  alone,  till  I  am  dead, 

It's  then  that  ye  can  marry." 

I  took  his  bidding  an'  he  said 

He'd  leave  me  all  his  money. 
The  people  laughed — near  split  their  sides- 

But  I  seen  naethin'  funny. 

He  died ;    I  then  found  why  folk  laughed. 

These  were  his  only  riches  : 
A  wooden  leg,  a  feather  bed, 

An'  a  pair  o'  leather  britches, 

A  wee  cracked  pot — wi'oot  a  lug, 

A  jug — wi'oot  a  handle, 
A  'baccy  box — wi'oot  a  lid, 

An'  half  a  fardin  candle. 

An'  whin  I  axed  Peg  Quinn  tae  wed, 
Says  she  :    "  Troth,  no  !     I'll  tarry  ; 

Ye've  only  what  your  granda  left — 
You're  nae  a  man  tae  marry ! " 
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An'  man  alive  !    'fore  long  she  wed 

Wi'  my  ain  brither  Danny  ; 
"  He's  got  a  brave  wee  farm,"  says  she, 

"  He'll  dae  as  weel  as  any." 

Dan  comes  tae  hae  a  crack  *  odd  nights  ; 

I  laugh  till  I'm  in  stitches ; 
He  grunts  an'  growls  :     "I  wish  tae  God 

I'd  only  had  your  riches  !  " 

1  "Tae  hae  a  crack"  —  to  have  a  friendly  talk. 
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THE  SWEETIE-SHOP 

Whin  I  was  jist  a  wean,  I  mind 
Thon  wee,  wee  crickety  sweetie-shop, 

An'  in  its  windae  was  a  wheen  i 
O'  cakes  wi'  sugar  on  the  top, 

Big  lucky  bags,  fat  sweetie  pigs, 
Long  sticks  o'  barley  sugar-cane  ; 

Ach  !    many's  the  time  I've  flattened  out 
My  nose  agin*  the  windae  pane. 

Wi'  iv'ry  ha'p'ny  that  I'd  git 

I'd  rap  upon  its  low  half -door, 
An'  used  tae  think  if  it  was  mine 

I'd  niver  want  for  naethin'  more. 

A  wee  oul'  crathur  kept  the  place — 

She's  dead  an'  gone  this  many's  the  day  ; 

Anither  body  owns  it  now, 
But  she's — jist  like  m'self — grown  grey. 

The  years  hae  broucht  me  goold,  but,  ah  ! 

Many's  the  heart  ache — Would  again 
That  I  could  envious  be  o'  all 

Them  sweetie  things  beyont  the  pane. 
1  Wheen  =  a  number, 
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THE  STRANGER-MITE'S  CLOTHES 

"  What  are  ye  sewin',  my  love  ?;  "I  said, 
An'  kissed  her,  an'  stroked  her  dark-brown  hair. 

Her  sweet  face  flushed  a  bright,  rosy  red, 

An'  she  answered  me  low  :  "  I'm  sewin'  wi'  care 

"  Each  part  o'  these  clothes  so  wee  an'  white ;  " 
Then  fondled  an'  hugged  them  tae  her  breast ; 

"  They're  all  for  my  own  wee  stranger-mite, 
Who  soon  will  come  in  my  arms  tae  rest." 

Och,  aye  !     But  that  was  two  year  ago. 

Now,  often  I  watch  her  as  she  stands 
Ower  thon  oul'  cupboard  drawer,  bent  low, 

A-hidin'  her  wet  cheeks  in  her  hands. 
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A  PROPOSAL  O'  MARRIAGE 

When  I  was  mendin'  a  dyke,  this  morn, 
I  spied  a  young  lad  an'  lass,  O  ; 

They  broke  their  way  through  a  hedge  o'  thorn, 
An'  they  smartly  by  did  pass,  O, 
Oh,  they  smartly  by  did  pass,  O. 

She  walked  afore — wF  her  head  held  high, 
An'  didnae  deign  tae  look  round,  O  ; 

He  followed — heavin'  many's  a  sigh, 
Wi'  his  eyes  upon  the  ground,  0, 
She  wouldnae  deign  tae  look  round,  O. 

Afore  they  got  out  o'  hearin,J  he, 

Catchin'  up  wi'  her,  said  :    M  Dear,  O  u — 

"  Our  crathurs  beggin'  bread  " — says  she, 
"  Always  blush  behind  the  ear,1  0  ; 
You're  blushin'  behind  the  ear,  O." 

'  Weel,  what  if  I    am  ?  "    the  boyo  said  ; 

"  I'll  bother  you — if  I  please,  O, 
It's  all  I  can  do  ;    you've  turned  my  head 

Wi'  the  way  you  targe  an*  tease,  0. 

So  I'll  twit 3  you — if  I  please,  O." 

1  To  blush  behind  the  ear  =  to  show  mock  humbleness. 

2  Twit  =  to  make  fun  of,  to  annoy. 
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"  But,  lass,  I've  one  o'  the  purtiest  farms- 
An,  you  weel  know  I  love  you,  O." — 

She  turned  an'  snuggled  intae  his  arms  ! 
What  else  could  a  girleen  do,   O  ? 
What  else  would  you  hae  her  do,  O  ? 
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THE  VOICE  FROM  THE  SEA 

"O  girleen,  leave  that  dark  weed-covered  rock, 
An*  watch  nae  more  the  waves  white-capped  wi' 
foam, 
Nor  listen  tae  their  sobs  ;    they  only  mock 
Your  lonely  sorrowed  heart ;    ah,  come  back 
home  ! " 

"  I  dinnae  watch  each  wave  that  sweeps  an*  falls, 
I  dinnae  heed  the  sobbin'  o'  the  sea  ; 

I'm  listenin'  for  my  own  true  lover's  calls — 
There  !  can  ye  nae  hear  now  ?  he's  callin'  me!" 

'*  O  girleen,  sure  it's  only  the  wild  wind 
A-wailin'  ower  the  wathers  its  sad  song. 

Put  all  these  thoughts  o'  him  far  from  your  mind  ; 
Tae  our  good  God,  alone,  the  dead  belong." 

"  Ye  lie — he's  mine  !    for  from  the  grey  sea-mist 
Yisterday  evenin',  whin  the  sun  sunk  low, 

He  came,  an'  took  me  in  his  arms,  an'  kissed 
My  mouth,  jist  like  he  used  tae,  long  ago. 
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"  An'  so,  I'll  nae  go  home,  but  here  I'll  stay  ; 

For  maybe  in  the  starry  gloamin'  dim 
He'll  come  again,  out  o'  the  showers  o'  spray, 

An'  take  me  ower  the  heavin'  seas  wi'  him." 
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GRANNY'S  ADVICE 

Whin  I  was  a  wee  thing  I  lived  wi'  my  Granny, 
An'  many's  the  caution  my  Granny  gie  me. 

She  bid  me  be  careful,  she  bid  me  be  canny, 
An'  let  nae  lad  take  me  up  on  tae  his  knee. 

An'  I  took  her  advice,  for  sure  whin  Jamie  Norton 

Run  home  iv'ry  day  from  the  Raw  School  wi'  me, 

Says  I  :   "  Look,  wee  boy  !    I'll  hae  none  o'  your 

courtin'  ; 

I'd  like  tae,  but  Granny'd   lay  me  ower   her 

knee." 

But   whin    we    grew   up,  an'    wur   both  nearly 
twenty, 
He  come  tae  our  house  o'  nights  lookin'  for  me. 
I   tried   tae   be   coul',   but   says  he  :     u  Troth  ! 
there's  plenty 
O'  lasses  would  like  tae  be  took  on  my  knee." 

So  what  could  I  do  wi'  the  boyo  ?     We  married. 

I'm  happy  wi'  him,  an'  he's  happy  wi'  me, 
Exceptin'    odd   times,    whin   we're    both   o'    us 
worried 

Wi'  the  cries  o'  this  girleen  that  lies  on  my  knee. 
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An'  many's  the  talk — like  I  got  from  my  Granny — 
Whin  she  grows  a  bit,  she'll  be  gettin'  from  me  ; 

But  some   day,  I  suppose,  though  I  bid   her  be 
canny, 
She'll  niver  rest  till  she's  on  some  boyo's  knee. 
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Chirp,  chirp,  chirp — 

What's  thon  ?     A  cricket's  cry  ! 
Chirp,  chirp,  chirp — 

Somebody's  goin'  tae  die  ! 
O  the  wild  wind's  ragin' 

Ower  the  heathery  hill ; 
Iv'ry  body's  in  bed  but  me, 

The  house  is  calm  an'  still. 

Chirp,  chirp,  chirp — 

I  hear  a  cricket  sing. 
Chirp,  chirp,  chirp — 

I  wish't  I  cud  see  the  Thing. 
Dead  long  is  my  father, 

My  brothers  are  ower  the  sea  ; 
Naebody's  in  the  house  the  night 

But  mother,  an'  Kate,  an'  me. 

Chirp,  chirp,  chirp— 

Kate's  young — not  married  long  ; 
Chirp,  chirp,  chirp — 

My  mother's  hale  an'  strong. 
Then  who  does  it  cry  for 

Wi'  sich  an  evil  glee  ? 
Holy  Mary,  Mother  o'  God  ! 

O  can  it  be  for  me  ? 
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Chirp,  chirp,  chirp — 

"Come  up,  Dan,  tae  your  bed," 
Chirp,  chirp,  chirp — 

"  Them  booksll  turn  your  head." 
Dan  doesnae  answer — 

She  sleeps,  calls  him  nae  more  ; 
But  at  the  white  o'  dawn  they  find 

Him,  huddled  on  the  floor  ! 
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THE  WEE  WEE  MAN 

Whin  I  was  young  an'  had  nae  sense 
I  bought  a  wee  fidil  for  eighteen  pence  ; 
But  the  only  tune  that  I  cud  play 
Was  :    Over  the  hills  an'  far  away. 
Och  !    the  only  tune  that  I  cud  play 
Was  :    Over  the  hills  an'  far  away. 

One  morn,  while  I  sat  'neath  a  tree, 
A-fidilin'  brightly  an'  merrilie, 
I  heard  a  laugh,  an'  I  wheeked  right  round 
An'  saw  a  wee  wee  man  on  the  ground. 
Says  he  :    "  I'm  laughin',  for  all  you  play 
Is  :    Over  the  hills  and  far  away." 

Now  I  made  at  him  an  awful  crack 
Wi'  my  fidil,  yellin'  :    "  111  break  your  back/' 
I  hit  him,  too  ;    but  he  turned  tae  stone, 
And  my  wee  fidil  was  broke  !     Ochone  ! 
And  high  ower-head  I  heerd  someone  say  : 
"  I'm  Over  the  hills  and  far  away." 
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A  HELL  CHARM 

(A  loose-woman  come  one  night  tae  oul'  Jane  Delaney, 
the  herb-leech,  tae  try  an'  git  cured ;  an*  this  is  the  story 
she  toul'  o'  herself.) 

At  dead  o'  night  I  scooped  away 
The  dreepin'  clods  o'  dark-red  clay 
That  covered  one  but  lately  dead, 
An'  dragged  him  from  his  wormy  bed. 
I  laid  his  body  on  the  grass, 
An'  waited  till  a  ragged  cloud 
Swept  up  an'  hid  me  from  the  moon  ; 
An'  then,  'fore  it  had  time  tae  pass — 
Hummin'  over  an  evil  tune — 
I  ripped  the  corpse's  rottin'  shroud 
An'  peeled  a  long  thin 
Stripe  o'  skin 

The  whole  way  up,  from  thigh  tae  chin  ; 
Then,  frenziedly,  'fore  red  o'  day 
I  put  the  dead  back  'neath  the  clay  ; 
An'  since  then — as  a  fairy  charm — 
I've  worn  the  skin  aroond  my  arm  : 
An'  all  the  people  know  I  can 
Make  black  the  heart  o'  any  man. 
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But,  oh  !    my  sowl's  in  Sin's  black  mesh  ; 
For  iv'ry  night  I  feel  the  thin, 
Dry,  weazened  stripe  o'  human  skin 
Eat  deeper  intae  my  white  flesh  ! 
An'  weel  I  know 
Twill  tighter  grow 
An7  coil  far  further,  further  in 

Until  my  days  on  earth  be's  done. 
An'  when  begins  Eternity 
An'  Hell's  red  pit  gapes  wide  for  me, 

When  loathsome,  fiendish,  fetid  things, 
Wi'  slimy  forms  an'  scaly  wings, 
Aroond  aboot  me  leerin'  flit 

The  welts  made  by  the  weazened  skin 
Upon  my  roonded,  dimpled  arm 
Will  fit— I  know  right  weel  they'll  fit— 
The  fingers  o'  the  Evil  One. 
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THE  WARNIN'S 

Ochannee,  ochannee, 

Ye  say  he's  dead.     God  rest  his  sowl ! 
But  mind  ye  this  :    I  thought  he'd  be  ; 
For  yisterday  at  dinner-time  our  oul' 
Black  clock,  that's  sittin'  on  the  kitchen  shelf, 
An'  hasnae  worked  for  years,  struck  three  ; 
An'  the  Blessid  Mother  o'  God,  herself 
Alone,  knows  how  it  frightened  me. 

Thin  last  night,  whin  I  wint  tae  bed, 
A  score  o'  times  I  crossed  m'self ; 
For  some  strange  dog  comminced  tae  howl 

Furnenst  the  dure  ; 
An'  in  the  hen-house  all  the  fowl 
Seemed  restless ;    an'  my  beads  I  said 
For  William  John  ;    for  I  felt  sure 
That  he  was  dead. 
Ochannee,  ochannee, 
God  rest  his  sowl ! 
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There's  nae  a  thrush  in  Antrim's  dells 
Loves  its  wee  nest  in  spray  or  tree, 

An'  nae  a  bee  loves  heath'ry  bells 
Wi'  such  a  love  as  I  love  thee. 

There's  nae  a  lark  that  wings  the  blue, 
Whin  mornin'  breaks  ower  hill  an'  lea, 

Can  sing  wi'  love  so  sweet  an'  true 
As  sings  my  heart  this  song  for  thee. 

There's  nae  a  blithe  blue  bird  that  wings 
In  Spring  its  way  from  tree  to  tree, 

Can  sing  wi'  sich  a  love  as  sings 
My  longin'  heart  this  song  for  thee. 

There's  nae  a  linnet  in  thon  grove, 
That's  warblin'  forth  songs  merrilie, 

Can  sing  wi'  sich  a  burnin'  love 
As  sings  my  heart  this  song  for  thee. 

An'  why  ?     Because  I  know,  my  dear, 
Gie  weel,1  that  nae  bird's  song  could  be 

As  sweet  or  tuneful  to  thine  ear 
Than  this  wee  song  I  sing  for  thee. 

1  Gie  weel  =  very  well. 
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"  THEY'RE  ONLY  WEANS  " 

"  Come  in,  sir,  an'  right  welcome  too  ; 
Wi'  rain,  I'm  sure,  ye're  drenched  clane  thro'. 
Take  off  your  coat.     What's  that  ye  say  ? 
You'll  not  !     But  aye  ye  will,  in  troth. 
That's  right ;    och,  it's  an  awful  day  ! 
Johneen,  git  ye  up  oot  o'  there, 
An'  gie  the  gentleman  that  chair. 

Come  up,  come  up,  sir,  from  the  door ; 
Ye  look  near  perished  wi'  the  coul'. 
Come  tae  the  fire ;    I'll  git  a  bowl, 

An'  you'll  take  jist  a  sup  o'  broth. 
An'  sir,  ye'll  pardon  me,  I'm  sure, 
An'  dinnae  mind  the  kitchen  flure — 
Ye  cudnae  keep  it  clane  :    the  weans 
White  sticks1  the  whole  day  whin  it  rains — 
Ye  know  I  cannae  let  them  oot 
Tae  play,  an'  many's  the  scud  an'  cloot 
They  git  from  me  ;    for,  sir,  in  troth  ! 
Sometimes  they  nearly  turn  my  head, 
But  after  all,  sir,  whin  all's  said, 
They're  weans. 
Och,  aye  !    they're  only  weans." 

1  To  white  sticks  =  to  cut  or  whittle  sticks. 


THE  FAMINE  YEAR  19 

THE  FAMINE  YEAR 

1847 

O  men  o'  the  fields ! 

Your  day's  drudge  is  o'er  ; 
Sup  your  nettle-broth, 

Then  from  the  half-door 
Watch  the  grey  mist  rise 

Ower  the  barren  glen 
Till  the  night  grows  coul', 

0  weak-hearted  men  ! 

O  men  o'  the  fields  ! 

Ye  are  thin  an'  worn, 
An'  the  rags  on  your  backs 

Are  dirty  an'  torn  : 
Still  ye  sit  in  peace 

Till  bleak  night  comes,  then 
Lie  on  mould'rin  straw  : 

Ye  are  cowards,  O  men  ! 

Were  I  not  givin'  suck 

From  this  shrunken  breast, 
Till  the  Earl  was  slain 

1  would  niver  rest. 
I'd  take  his  white  bread 

An'  his  rich,  red  wine 
Tae  keep  from  the  worms 
This  wee  wean  o'  mine. 

c  2 
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We've  paid  him  tribute, 

Aye  !    many  years. 
It's  hoarded,  he  laughs 

At  our  prayers  an'  tears. 
Our  potatoes,  black, 

An'  our  gold,  all  done, 
Yet  his  cursed  heart 

Is  as  hard  as  stone. 

When  the  mornin'  dawns 

Weepin'  walk  your  land, 
Mark  the  traces  left 

By  stark  Famine's  hand  ; 
Then  on  ower  the  roads 

Leadin'  thro'  the  glen, 
An'  watch  the  evictions, 

Weak-hearted  men  ! 

0  men  o'  the  fields  ! 

Ye  are  men  nae  more 
Tae  sit  thus,  an'  gaze 

Ower  the  creakin'  door  ; 
Each  day  naught  tae  eat 

But  nettles — any  then, 
At  night,  straw,  like  dogs  : 

Ye  are  cowards,  0  men ! 
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My  love  is  tall  an'  weel-set-up, 

My  love  is  weel-to-do,  sir  ; 
An'  ach  !     I  wudnae  swop  my  love 

For  half  a  dizen  o'  you,  sir ; 
Ach,  no  !     I  wudnae  swop  my  love 

For  half  a  dizen  o'  you,  sir. 

My  love  he  has  a  comely  head, 
Cheeks  red  wi'  rosy  light,  sir ; 

An'  burnin',  sweet,  brown-bearded  lips, 
An'  blue  eyes  shinm'  bright,  sir  ; 

His  fierce,  warm  kisses  on  my  face 
Are  aye  my  dear  delight,  sir. 

My  love  wears  nae  fine  clothes,  like  you, 
Nor  like  you  many's  a  ring,  sir  ; 

But  I  would  rather  be  his  bride 
Than  bride  tae  any  king,  sir  ; 

Ach,  I  would  rather  be  his  bride 
Than  bride  tae  any  king,  sir. 

A  cabin — for  us  two — he's  built 
An'  whitened  ivery  wall,  sir  ; 

An'  sure  !     I  wudnae  swop  it, 
Not  for  any  prince's  hall,  sir; 

I  wudnae  swop  my  wee  white  house 
For  any  prince's  hall,  sir. 
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My  love  is  tall  an'  weel-set-up, 
My  love  is  weel-to-do,  sir  ; 

Any  ach  !    I  wudnae  swop  my  live 
For  half  a  dizen  o'  you  sir  ; 

Ach,  no  I    I  wudnae  swop  my  love 
For  half  a  dizen  o'  you,  sir. 


THE  MIDWIFE'S  NEWS  23 


THE  MIDWIFE'S  NEWS 

Ann  Doylan  had  a  wee  son  this  morn, 
But,  God  presarve  us  !    the  chile  was  born 
Wi'  an  ugly  foot — 
A  turned  club  foot — 
That  niver  a  boot 
Will  fit  upon  ! 
An*  though  she's  in  her  childin'-prime 
The  wean  was  born  afore  its  time. 
Whin  she  saw  its  foot — 
In  the  grey  o'  dawn — 
She  comminced  tae  cry,  an'  screech,  an'  rave 
Her  heart's  near  broke. 
I  niver  spoke, 
But,  God  knows  !    it's  true 
What  I'm  tellin'  you : 
It's  all  her  own  fault — she  tramped l  a  grave, 
An'  didnae  stop,  as  would  me  or  you, 
Tae  sign  the  Cross  upon  her  shoe. 

1  Tramped  =  walked   over. 
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A  WOMAN'S  CURSE 

A  hard-workin'  man  was  wild  Dermot  Lynn, 

As  darin'  as  iver  braved  the  sea ; 
Good-hearted  enough,  but  sour-faced  an'  stern, 

An'  as  foul-mouthed  as  a  man  could  be. 

He  hated  ah  oul'  croakin'  hag — Nan  Farrell, 
For   witch-like    she    was :     hump-backed    an* 
lame, 

An'  one  day,  whin  he  found  her  near  his  boat 
He  swore,  an'  called  her  an  evil  name. 

So  she  brought  a  black  curse  upon  his  head 
By  goin'  that  night — so  the  oul'  folk  tell — 

An'  sprinklin'  the  ground,  in  the  divil's  name, 
Wi'  wather  out  o'  the  Holy  Well. 

The  nixt  morn  broke  grey,  an'  a  stiff  breeze  blew  : 
All  snugly  moored,  the  boats  tossed  an'  swayed  : 

Nae  fisherman  dared  tae  put  oot  tae  sea, — 
None  bar  Lynn, — he  was  niver  afraid  ! 

The  storm  broke  soon  !  an'  the  fisher-folk  watched 
All  day,  tae  see  his  boat  beat  back  in  : 

Near  dark  the  breakers  hurled  up  on  the  rocks 
The  gapin'-eyed  corpse  o'  Dermot  Lynn  ! 
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An'  our  doatin'  Nan  was  oot  wi'  the  folk 
That  found  the  body ;  she  stooped  tae  see 

The  man  she'd  cursed,  an'  leered  long  ower  him, 
An'  clapped  her  thin,  weazened  hands  in  glee. 

Till  all  0'  a  suddint  red  lightnin'  hissed! 

Thin  a  thunder-clap  shook  the  earth  an}  sea! 
Lightnin*  flashed  again!    but  lo,  neyther  corpse 

Nor  gloatin'  hag  could  the  fishers  see! 
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THE  GIRL  THAT  LOVED  A  FAIRY 

(Norah  Mulgahey  was  bewitched  intae  lovin'  a  wee,  ugly 
fairy-man ;  an'  this  is  the  song  she  used  tae  go  singin' 
aboot  the  house,  till  her  mother  got  her  cured  by  the 
herb -woman.) 

I  love  a  wee,  wee  lochrie-nian,1 

For  he's  a  rantin' 3  Irish  man  ; 
An'  I'll  dae  all  I  iver  can 
Tae  git  that  wee,  wee  lochrie-man. 

I'll   sell  my  rock,  I'll  sell  my  reel, 

I'll  sell  my  Granny's  spinnin'-wheel, 
An'  I'll  bring  all  the  goold  I  can 
Tae  gi'e  that  wee,  wee  lochrie-man. 

I'll  work  from  dawn  till  even-dim, 
I'll  wash,  an'  scrub,  an'  scour,  for  him  ; 
I'll  shine  the  delph — till  all's  nae  more  ! 
I'll  rid  the  hearth,  an'  brush  the  floor. 

O  I'll  dae  all  I  iver  can, 

If  I  git  that  wee  lochrie-man. 

I'll  show  him  I  can  weave  an'  spin, 
An'  cleade  m'self  outside  an'  in  ; 
An'  if  I  cannae  patch  an'  darn 
Tae  please  him,  sure,  I'll  gie  soon  larn. 

O  I'll  dae  all  I  iver  can, 

If  I  git  that  wee  lochrie-man. 

1  Lochrie-man  =  a  fairy  man,        2  Rantin'  =  jovial. 
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Whin  he  tramps  home — thro'  mud  an'  mire, 
I'll  set  his  chair  up  near  the  fire  ; 
I'll  wash  his  face,  I'll  comb  his  hair, 
His  shoes  I'll  warm,  his  shirt  I'll  air. 

O  I'll  dae  all  I  iver  can, 

If  I  git  that  wee  lochrie-man. 

I'll  make  him  broth  an'  mutton-stew, 
I'll  bake  him  cakes  an'  crumpets,  too. 

O  I'll  dae  all  I  iver  can, 

If  I  git  that  wee  lochrie-man. 
I'd  sooner  lie  locked  in  his  arms 
An  hour,  than  own  a  dizen  farms  ! 

O  I'll  dae  all  I  iver  can, 

Tae  git  that  wee,  wee  lochrie-man. 
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THE  EVE  0'  THE  MARRIAGE  DAY 

"  O  mother  o'  mine  !    say,  are  ye  awake  ? 
I'm  cryin'  wi'  fear.     Why  dinnae  ye  spake?" 
"  0  daughter  o'  mine  !    'tis  right  weel  I  hear. 
What  frightens  ye  ?     What  is  it  ails  ye,  dear  ?  " 

"  O  mother  o'  mine  !    the  morra's  the  day 
That  I  lave  your  house,  tae  go  far  away 
Wi'  my  own  true  love  as  his  wedded  wife. 
But  my  heart  bleeds — as  if  it  held  a  knife. 

"  The  morra's  the  mornin'  that  I'm  tae  wed  ; 
But  I'll  niver  lie  in  my  true  love's  bed  : 
For  at  twelve  o'clock — a  wee  while  ago — 
Someone  rapped  the  kitchen  door — soft  an'  low. 

'■  I  rose,  an'  blissed  m'self,  opened  the  door. 
There  was  naebody  there  !    yet  on  the  floor, 
Close  beside  me,  I  heard  the  ghostly  tread 
O'  my  love's  feet,  as  I  walked  back  tae  bed ! " 


SHAUN  O'NEILL  29 


SHAUN  O'NEILL 

One  evenin'  as  I  walked  thro'  thon  leafy  glen 

I  met  Shaun  O'Neill  lonely  wanderin'  ; 
Says  I :    "  Ye've  the  grand  aisy  times,  ye  young 
men, 
On  what  is  it  that  ye  are  ponderin'  ?  " 

Says  I : 
"  On  what  is  it  that  ye  are  ponderin'  ?  " 

His  big  blue  eyes  sought  mine,  an'  then  sought 
the  ground, 
An'  stutterin',  an'  stammerin',  an'  blinkin', 
Says    he :     "  I've    been     here,    this    last    hour, 
walkin'    round, 
An'  'twas  on  your  sweet  self  I  was  thinkin'." 

Says  he : 
"Twas  on  your  sweet  self  I  was  thinkin'." 

Says  I :   "Ye  hae  nae  right  tae  think  aboot  me," 
Though  my  heart  it  was  jumpin'  an'  leapin'. 

Says  he  :   "  I  can't  help  it,  I'm  thinkin  o'  ye 
Night  an'  day,  whether  wakin'  or  sleepin'." 

Says  he : 
"01  dream  o'  ye  wakin'  an'  sleepin'. 
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"  I've  been  watchin'  tae  see  ye  come  down  thro' 
the  glen 
Tae  tell  ye  for  your  love  I'm  dyin'  " — 
Says  I :    "  Och  !   there's  naethin'  I  hate  like  the 
men  " — 
May  the  Lord  forgi'e  me  for  lyin'  ! 

Says  I : 
May  the  Lord  forgi'e  me  for  lyin'  ! 

Says  he :  "  Well,  at  that  rate,  do  nae  more  I  can, 
Though  my  heart '11  be  broken  wi'  sorra  " — 

Says  I  :   "I  hate  men,  but  yet  love  one  man — 
An'  maybe  I'll  meet  him  the  morra." 

I  called  : 
" Shaun,  dear!  will  ye  meet  me  the  morra?  " 
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THE  NINTH  DAY 

O  why  does  thon  boat  sail  to  an'  fro 
Ower  the  dark  wathers  o'  the  bay  ? 

Why  does  it  sail  about,  to  an'  fro, 

Solemnly,  slow  ;    solemnly,  slow  ? 
Because  the  day's  the  ninth  day. 

An'  why  does  the  coastguard  on  the  cliff 
Sweep  wri'  his  glass  the  heavin'  bay 

An'  iv'ry  rock  at  the  base  o'  the  cliff  ? 

An'  why  peer  men  from  each  passin'  skiff  ? 
Because  the  day's  the  ninth  day. 

Why  walk  thon  men  ower  the  weed-clad  rocks, 

Searchin'  an'  searchin'  ?     Tell  me,  pray  ! 
An'  why  do  they  drag  the  weed  from  the  rocks, 
Niver  heedin'  the  breakers'  shocks  ? 
Because  the  day's  the  ninth  day. 

An'  why  sits  thon  woman  all  alone, 

Watchin'  the  wathers  o'  the  bay, 
A-weepin'  an'  wailin'  all  alone, 
Listenin'  iver  the  sea's  dull  moan  ; 

Because  the  day's  the  ninth  day. 
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The  boat's  on  the  sea,  sailin'  to  an'  fro, 

The  guard's  on  the  cliff  above  the  bay, 
The  men  are  out  on  the  rocks  below, 
An'  the  woman  wails — for  they  all  know, 
Right  weel,  the  day's  the  ninth  day. 

vSee,  the  coastguard's  left  the  cliff ;   below 

The  men  wade  knee-deep  intae  the  bay  ; 
The  boats  sails  nae  longer  to  an'  fro, 
But  heads  for  the  shore,  solemnly,  slow ; 
Now,  they're  carryin'  somethin'  ower  the  rocks, 
Niver  heedin'  the  breakers'  shocks ; 
An'  the  woman  kneels,  wi'  her  head  bent  low, 
Wringin'  her  hands,  rockin'  to  an'  fro, 
Watchin'  nae  more  the  dark,  heavin'  bay. 
Cross  yourself !  an'  for  his  poor  sowl  say 
A  wee  prayer :    the  day's  the  ninth  day. 
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THE  WISE  BEGGAR-MAN 

As  I  tramped  along  Trooper's  Lane,  this  morn, 

I  met  an  oul'  man,  all  tattered  an'  torn. 

Says  I :    "Ye  seem  happy."     Says  he  :   M  That's 
true  : 

Jist  as  happy  as  thon  wee  birds  in  the  blue." 
Then  he  sang — "  Laddy,  whack-fol-the-dol-lan, 
I'm  content,  although  I'm  a  beggar-man." 

"  An'  what  makes  ye  happy  ?  "  I  axed  him  then. 
"  'Cause  my  da  was  one  o'  the  wisest  men." 
u  An'  what  was  the  larnin'  your  da  gied  ye  ?  " 
"  That  naebody  wise  iver  weds,"  says  he. 
"  O  laddy-daddy,  whack-fol-the-dol-lan, 
I'm  content,  although  I'm  a  beggar-man." 

Says    I :    "  Men   should  wed  young — that's   my 

belief." 
"  Aye,  an'  sup  Sorra  wi'  the  spoon  o'  Grief  !  " 
Says  I :  "I  was  wed  early  in  my  youth, 
An'  since  hae  lived  happy ;    troth  !    that's  the 
truth." 
Still  he  sung — "  Laddy,  whack-fol-the-dol-lan, 
I'm  content,  although  I'm  a  beggar-man." 

D 
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"  Wee],   maybe  !  "   says  he  ;     "  but   look  what 
ye've  missed  ! 

Jist  think  o'  the  quare  wheen  l  o'  girls  I've  kissed  ! 

An'  still,  there's  none  dare  ordher  me  about, 

Or  spake  wi'  her  lip  turned  the  wrong  side  out.2 
O  laddy-daddy,  whack-fol-the-dol-lan, 
I'm  content,  although  I'm  a  beggar-man." 

"  Oh,  nae  whingin'  wean,3  nor  nae  girnin'  wife  4 
Will  I  hae  :   I  mane  tae  enjoy  my  life. 
Sowl ! 5  'twas  great  larnin'  my  daddy  gied  me  : 
'  Sure,  naebody  wise  iver  weds,'  quoth  he. 
O  laddy-daddy,  whack-fol-the-dol-lan, 
I'm  content,  although  I'm  a  beggar-man." 


1  "The  quare  wheen"  =  the  great  number. 

2  To  speak  "  wi'  the  Up  turned  the  wrong  side  out  "  is  to 
speak  in  a  surly  fashion. 

8  A  whingin'  wean  =  a  crying  child. 

4  A  girnin'  wife  =  a  bad-tempered,  nagging  wife. 

5  "  Sowl ! "  =  a  contraction  of    the    common   expression 
"  Upon  my  soul "  or  "  By  my  soul." 
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PADRIC  THE  FIDILER 

Padric  sits  in  the  garden 

Inundher  the  bright  new  moon, 
An'  from  his  fidil  coaxes 

A  lovely,  dreamy  tune. 

Och  !     I  love  the  tune  he's  playin' 
An'  wisht  it  was  for  me  ; 

But  I  know  it's  for  the  birdeens 
Up  in  the  cherry  tree. 

Sure,  iv'ry  night  they  peep  from 
Inundher  their  mother's  wings 

Tae  hear  the  silvery  music 
His  wee  dark  fidil  sings ; 

An'  for  them  he's  always  playin', 
An'  hasnae  a  thought  o'  me  ; 

For  if  I  go  out  he  wandhers 
Away  from  the  cherry  tree. 


D  1 
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THE  OUL'  MAN'S  CRY 

One  morn  as  I  peghed  l  up  a  hill, 
Makin'  many's  the  weary  moan, 
I  spied  a  weazened  man  who  sat 
Upon  a  scattered  cairn  o'  stone. 

"  Good  mornin,,  sir,"  says  I ;    says  he — 
"  Och,  ochannee !    ochannee !  " 

I  sat  me  down  tae  rest  a  while  : 

My  legs  were  done,  my  feet  were  sore  ; 
He  seemed  gie  pleased,  an'  smiled,  so  I 
Bid  him  the  time  o'  day,  once  more. 
"  Good  mornin',  sir,"  says  I ;    says  he — 
"  Och,  ochannee  !    ochannee  !  " 

The  poor  oul'  crathur  must  be  daft — 
Thinks  I — if  that's  all  he  can  say ; 
Then  suddenly  he  turned,  an'  axed  : 
"  Are  ye  for  ower  the  hill,  the  day  ?  " 
"  You're  right,  I  am,"  says  I ;    says  he— 
"  Och,  ochannee  !    ochannee  ! 

1  Peghed  =  walked  breathlessly, 
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"  An'  what  dae  ye  expect  tae  get 

Whin  ye  get  ower  the  hill,  my  boy  ?  " 
M  Feastin'  an'  dancin',  sir,  an'  all 

That  fills  a  young  man's  heart  wi'  joy ; 
I'm  toul'  it's  there,"  says  I ;    says  he — 
M  Och,  ochannee  !    ochannee  ! 

"  God  help  your  foolish  wit,  poor  wean  ! 
Ye'll  get  sore-scundered  l  whin  ye  go  ; 
I  lived  beyont  the  hill  for  years, 

An'  mind  ye  this  :  it's  me  should  know." 
"  Oh,  balderdash  !  "  says  I ;  says  he — 
"  Och,  ochannee !    ochannee !  " 

Then  I  wint  peghin'  up  the  hill, 

Makin'  many's  the  weary  moan, 
An'  left  the  oul'  man  half-asleep 
Upon  the  scattered  cairn  o'  stone. 
"  Good  day,"  says  I ;    but,  dozin',  he 
Wheezed  :    "  Ochannee  !  ochannee  !  " 

An'  on  I  wint  an'  topped  the  hill, 

An'  then  !    what  did  I  see  from  there  ? 
Hills  in  the  distance,  bogland  brown — 
All  scoured  o'  trees  2 — all  coul'  an'  bare ! 
Thinks  I — the  oul'  boy  knowed,  whin  he 
Sung  :    "  Ochannee  !    ochannee  !  " 

1  Sore-scundered  =  badly  sickened,  or  disappointed, 

2  Scoured  o'  trees  =  clean  of  trees,  without  trees. 
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Now  I've  grown  stiff,  an'  hae  tae  sit 

An'  rest  on  scattered  cairns  o'  stone  ; 
An*  many's  the  wean  I  caution 
As  they  wander  up  the  hill  alone ; 
But  they  jist  laugh  or  scowl  at  me, 
Och,  ochannee  !    ochannee  ! 

An'  often-times  I  mind  the  morn 

Whin  I  first  wandered  up  the  hill, 
An'  spied  the  wee,  oul\  weazened  man  ; 
An'  whiles  I  think  I  hear  him  still : 

"  God  help  your  foolish  wit !  "    droned  he, 
"  Ye'll  be  sore-scundered.     Ochannee  !  " 
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In  the  shade  o'  the  willow 

Furnenst  the  door, 
On  my  warm  breast  I'll  pillow 

Your  head,  asthore  ! 
An'  you'll  sleep  an'  dream  0'  God's  Land 

Divine, 
While  I  houl'  your  wee,  wee,  white  hand 
In  mine. 

O  rock-a-bye,  so, 
O  hush-a-bye,  so, 
While  I  houl'  your  wee,  wee,  white  hand 
In  mine. 

O  rock-a-bye,  so, 

O  hush-a-bye,  so. 

Rock-a-bye, 

Hush-a-bye, 

So. 

An'  the  fair  Queen  o'  Heaven 

A  watch  will  keep, 
An'  the  day'll  wear  tae  even 

While  you're  asleep ; 
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In  your  cradle  o'  pine-wood  hid, 

Asthore  ! 
While  the  through-other1  house  I  rid 
Once  more. 

O  rock-a-bye,  so, 
O  hush-a-bye,  so. 
For  your  da  comin'  home  from  the  fields, 
Asthore  ! 

O  rock-a-bye,  so, 

O  hush-a-bye,  so. 

Rock-a-bye, 

Hush-a-bye, 

So. 

1  Through-other  =  disordered. 


THE  END 


PRINTED   BY 

SPOTTISWOODE  AND  CO.  LTD.,  COLCHESTER 

LONDON  AND  ETON 


UNIVERSITY  OF  CALIFORNIA  LIBRARY 


THIS  BOOK  IS  DUE  ON  THE  LAST  DATE 
STAMPED  BELOW 


" 


30m-l,'15 


Gregory fP.     2747 40 
Ulster  folk 

82y 

G8232 

u 

i 

4jAi?  I 

NOY  23  19 

^A^^M^   >      U 

/t^~^£> 

v,0 


ao 


UNIVERSITY  OF  CALIFORNIA  LIBRARY 


